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"Yes Vcourse, m'dear. . . . 'Cross the landing------"

"But, Harry dear!"

No response. Lady Flanders abruptly let her
falcon fly.

" That's not his room, Harry! That's Miss Stathern's
room!"

Regular breathing, gentle and peaceful as an
innocent child's, issued from the mound of bedclothes
that marked the temporary resting-place of Henry,
fifth Baron Flanders.

Outside, over the dark meadows, she heard faintly
the crowing of some farmyard cock, heralding a
false dawn. . . .